CHAPTER IX
HENRIETTE
AMONG my most intimate friends at this period was a young
man who was studying mathematics under the celebrated
Professor Succi. His name was Tognolo, but he had changed
this ill-sounding appellation for that of de Fabris', it was
he who afterwards became Count de Fabris, lieutenant-
general to Joseph the Second.
I used to go with my friend de Fabris to stay at a country
house near Zero, where everything was arranged for the
amusement of body and mind. We gambled, we made love,
but above all, we played practical jokes of the most terrible
description on one another. A man must never lose his
temper, but take everything as a jest, or be dubbed a fool
and a disagreeable fellow. It was a series of practical jokes;
apple-pie beds, turnip-lanthorns, ghosts, and other things
still harder to bear. I had to run the gauntlet with the
others, but one day they played a trick on me which was
really too bad, and its regrettable consequences put an end to
this mania for horse-play. We used to walk every day to a
farm, about half a mile distant from the chateau, and as a
'short-cut we generally passed over a deep muddy ditch
crossed by a single plank. I always chose this way for the
sake of watching the simulated terror of the women, and
the pleasure of handing them across. One day when I was
standing in the middle of the plank, encouraging them to
follow me, the plank broke, and I was flung into the stink-
ing mud, up to my chin. In spite of my mortification I had
to laugh with the others. I was helped out by the farmer,
and a pitiable object I must have presented: my beautiful
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